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DAN. Why? What's charged you?

GEORGIA. The children. I heard them laughing in the garden.
How they love to laugh in their little world with their little voices.

Giggling, gurgling, gagging.
DAN. What?

GEORGIA. Gaggling. Not gagging. No not that. How all three of
them, one by one make their voices heard.

DAN. (Pause.) They...do love to...be heard.
GEORGIA. Yes they do, but I love it best when they don't stand

out. I love when they blend in to all the other surrounding sounds.
The wind, the low-flying airplane, the chirps, when the children’s
sounds slip inside the other sounds a new sound is created, a soft,
quiet, noise that I love so much. (Pause.) It’s like your perfume with
volume.

DAN. It is nice to hear them, isn't it?

GEORGIA. Oh yes. Do you hear them Dan The Man? Do you?
DAN. (Beat.) Sometimes.

GEORGIA. And I bet they're the best times right?

DAN. Yes.

GEORGIA. I won!

DAN. What?

GEORGIA. I won the bet.

DAN. Oh.

GEORGIA. I bet that the best times were when you heard the sound
of the children and you said yes and that means I won. (Pause.) What
an absolutely glorious day. I wish every day could be like this one.
Quietly glorious.

DAN. Me too. Would you like anything special for dinner?

GEORGIA. Oh Dan The Man it's much too early to be thinking
about dinner.
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DAN. It's almost three.

GEORGIA. Three! In the afternoon?
DAN. Yes.

GEORGIA. Really? Are you sure?

DAN. Look at my watch.
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FALLING UP
A SHORT PLAY FOR ONE SMALL WOMAN
AND ONE LARGE MAN

by Trista Baldwin

(In a pocket of a crowded bar, LAURA, dressed well in business
casual, approaches ED, dressed not so well in business casual. ED
is drinking a scotch.)

LAURA. Well. At least I found somebody from the office.

ED.CATA-CACACA.

LAURA. Excuse me?

ED. That was the sound. Right before the lights went out. CA-TA-CA
CACA

LAURA. I can't believe this blackout, I just can't believe it.

ED. Brown out.

LAURA. Excuse me?

ED. I believe, yes, it is called a brown out.

LAURA. Well, whatever it’s called, I don't like it I don't like it at all
and I need a drink and I can't get a drink because I'm too frickin’
short to stand at that stupid frickin’ bar in this stupid black brown
out that’s probably caused by some hacker terrorists but they won't
tell us that because they won't.

ED. At least there is scotch. Scotch, instead of the office. No?
LAURA. My feet are killing me.

ED.CATA-CACACA.

(LAURA bends to adjust a heel. ED tries to help her balance by
holding her arm.)

LAURA. Don't touch me please.
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ED. ...Do you suppose it was the electrical currents, the power on
and off on and off with the office machines?

LAURA. Marcy thought it was a gun.

ED. MARCY! HA!

LAURA.Id like a gun.

ED.Ihaveagun.

LAURA. With you?

ED. Of course not.

LAURA. Where's the rest of our department?

ED. I do not know, Laura.

LAURA. They said to meet here, right?
(ED shrugs.)

We are in the same department.

ED. I believe so, yes. I am Ed.

LAURA. I've seen the top of your head before. Sticking out. Two
cubes down.

ED. I have seen your leg. Sticking out. Of your cubicle.
LAURA. I've heard your voice. Talking on the phone.
ED. It is part of my job, to talk on the phone.

LAURA. Loud sometimes.

ED. Do you watch television, Laura?

LAURA. Yes, “Ed” I do.

ED. Your eyes remind me of television. Like a TV show...a show I
have never watched before.

LAURA. Well you're not going to watch it now.
ED. I'm not saying I like you.
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LAURA. Good.

ED. Your skin disturbs me.

LAURA. Does it.

ED. There's something not quite human in its smooth—

(LAURA matter-of-factly slaps ED across the face They are silent.
It's an oddly comfortable moment.)

LAURA. I didn't mean to hurt you.

ED. You didn't.

LAURA. I mean I'll probably have to see you at work tomorrow.
ED.Ididn't feel anything at all.

LAURA. That’s good. Right?

ED. What is good.

LAURA. That you didn't feel—

ED. Yes. Yes.

LAURA. I wonder if they'll have this fixed, if we'll have to go in.
ED.CATA-CACACA.

LAURA. (Aggressively;) It was more like CUH, DA CUH CUH CUH.
ED. Huh.

LAURA. You think it was the copy machine? Maybe it was the air
system. There’s something up with the air in the building, I've al-
ways thought so, when you're not on the phone, when it’s slow, and
it’s just the computer and me and the computer I notice how loud
the air is, how it makes the ceiling squares shake, but maybe it's the
fluorescents, hey maybe it was the fluorescents.

ED. Iwas glad I didn't feel anything, when you slapped me.
LAURA. Were you?

ED.Ifind, lately, that I do not want to feel very much at all.
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LAURA. Is that true?
ED. I think so.

LAURA. .. When the waiter comes, I think I'm going to get a Whis-
key sour... What are you gonna get? I've never had a Whiskey sour.
You've been drinking like a fish all night.

ED. Have I?

LAURA. I watched you from across the room. I couldn’t help but
watch you, you're the tallest one here.

ED.Idon't feel drunk.

LAURA. You're so big. It's probably hard, it probably takes a long
time. You're so big. Do you have an accent? Where are you from? I
want to climb you.

ED. I did not think you liked me.
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(Sound effect: Even louder knocking.)
DAN. Georgia! Unlock the door!

GEORGIA. Could a cloud have the ability, thoughtfulness, where-
withal?

DAN. Georgia! Pull yourself back and open the door!

GEORGIA. A cloud is a cloud, how could a cloud be a could?

DAN. Focus.

GEORGIA. That’s Dan.

DAN. And unlock the door.

GEORGIA. Calling to me. Calling. (Beat.) Yes.

DAN. Georgia! That's good, you're back. Now unlock the door.

GEORGIA. Oh of course.
(GEORGIA goes to the door and unlocks it. She opens the door
and smiles at DAN, a man in his 30s. He is wary and isn’t sure
what to expect from her.)

GEORGIA. Why didn't you just say so?

DAN. L.. (Glances at puzzle.) I didn’t want to interrupt your puzzle.

GEORGIA. Thank you for your considerateness. You do know how

involved I get with the little pieces...so many of them, dependent on

one another for their very survival...it's rough being a puzzle piece
and so stressful to be a piece of the border...what a responsibility!
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DAN. You seem...energized today.

GEORGIA. Oh yes. Have been...all day long. Well in and out. At
some points this morning I felt like it was several summers ago. I'm
back in the office and it’s ten-thirty and I've already had two cups of
coffee, both large, and both with two sugars, real sugar, not candy
coated imposter sugar. Real. Sugary. I'm fast-paced and in charge.
I'm a piece of the border.

DAN. You're the most important piece.

GEORGIA. (Deeply touched:) You always say the most beautiful
things to me. (Pause.) Why?

DAN. I don't know.
GEORGIA. You must know. You know everything.
DAN. No I don't.

GEORGIA. Yes, yes you do. That’s why we all call you Dan The
Man.

DAN. No, not that.

GEORGIA. Oh yes. We insist, me and the children insist that you
are Dan The Man.

DAN. Well.

GEORGIA. No well. Yes, only yes. You are Dan The Man. Say it.
DAN. No.

GEORGIA. Dan please! For me.

DAN. (Beat.) I am Dan The Man.

GEORGIA. (Again she is deeply moved:) Thank you. Kindness wafts
off you like perfume. Sweet perfume that you can swim in. I want to
swim in your perfume Dan The Man. May I?

DAN. You really are energized today.

GEORGIA. I know! I don't know why. Oh yes I do. I don't know why
I'say I don’t know when I know perfectly well that I know.




